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first candle-light duel in an upper room of the Castle
Tavern, Bedford Street, when he twisted the sword
from Matthew's hand and forced him to plead for his
life and to publish an apology. That second duel on
Kingsdown near the Bath high road when Sheridan's
sword was broken and Matthews stabbed him in the
throat. And thereafter the calm domestic life at East
Burnham and the happy congenial house in Orchard
Street. And finally the death of Elizabeth Linley before
general admiration could turn to pity.

With the subsequent triumphs of his great-grand-
father, my uncle appeared to be less concerned. The
great Warren Hastings speeches did not interest him,
It was Bath and the curious singing caravan of the
Linley family and the duels in London which held
him entranced. In his old age he went a pilgrimage to
Somerset and visited the scenes of this romance. Yet
the full regency flavour of Sheridan did not in fact
appeal to his Victorian taste.

The lovely face of Miss Linley looks out at me as I
write these words. ' What do you know ? ' she seems
to question, ' What do you care ? * I know only that
from Sheridan my uncle derived those high spirits
which were the main constituent of his unforgotten
charm and that from Miss Linley he derived his own
swarthy beauty and that faint touch of recklessness
which mingled as a delicious fire with the caution of
his Ulster blood.

This was not all. Even as a little boy, I was conscious
at Clandeboye of a vanished influence of great potency.
From the windows, across the lakes, above the woods,
Helen's Tower rose as a constant reminder of my
uncle's mother. As a constant warning of the passage